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,,...,.m.uua-uh&. Alce—=
Mosd, xad Willis, and Roes;

ey have lisped their swent “Our Fatbor,"
And 's repoee.

Bl they doar Alien?
Did they thisk of me, and my:

wGed bloss him. and God save bim,
Dear father, far away?™"

Ob! my vecy beart grows sick, Alics,
1 foeg 0 bo babold
Rows, with ket pure white forshesd,
And Mand, with bar curls of gold;
Asd Willie, so guy sad wprightly,
ﬁ--ry-ﬂflll"bl—
Oh, my beart ysarns to sufeld ye,
My smiling grovp of thres.

§ ean base the noivy day, Alice—
Tha camp-life gay snd wild,
ats fram my yearning bosom
The thoughts of wifs and child;
But whea the might is round me,
And ander its strong beams
1 guther my closk about me,
1 dream soch Jong, ead dream!

[ think of a pale yeung wife, Alics,
Wheo locked wp in my face,

When the dram best ot evening,
And ealied me to my place.

1 think of thee, swest bhindling,
Laf in the dear bome nost,

And my sonl in sick with longiage
That will net be al rest.

Ob! when wifl the war be avev, Alice]
Oh! whea shall | beboid

Rose, with her pure white forehend,
And Mand, with ber corls of gold;

Awd Willia, se gay and sprightly,
o merry and fall of gles;

And more than all, the dear wife
Who bore my babes Lo me?

God puard and keep vou all, Alics;
Ged guard and heep me, tvo;

For if only ane were misring,
What woald the others do?

Ob! when will the war be aver]
And when shall [ behold

Thew whom | love so desrly,
Fafe in the desr home-fold)

Select Tale.
THE NIMBLE SHILLING.

A SKETCH OF EARLY HISTORY.

BY BOLITAIRE.

It is » matter of congratalation that,
with progress of refinement in the West.
the common use of alcoholic drinka as a
beverage i fast getting out of fashion,
and many of our oldest and most re-
spected citisenw, who, in their primitive
days, were engaged in the traffic, bave
nean i's evile, and set their faces againat
it. We know that some of the captious
old topers, who still adhere to the ardent,
sneeringly say their neighbors did not
quit until they had made their fortunes
—but what of that ? It is evident they
are sincere in their opposition to spirita-
ons lignors, when they themselves cesse
the nse, as well a3 the sale of the article,
In gathering material for the futare his-
tory of the West, we are often strack
with the fact how steadily that evil agent,
whiskey, bas advanced with civilization,
bow many tragedies marked its painful
merch, and how many homorous anec-
dotes it has given birth to. Our purpose
&t preseat is to chronicle one of the latter;
but as the family of the old Illinois
whiskey dealer have discarded the article,
tud have, in the coarse of time and pro-
gess, risen to wealth and digaity, we
will of course omit names.

During the last war, when the “Ran-
F&l:‘ were on daty throngh Western I1-

o8, whiskey waa s deplorably scarce
sticle, and the mosey to parchase it,
when found, was equaliy hard to obtain.
Among the old Rangers the *‘corn-jaice”
%M considered na necessary to subsistence
0 puy fo a foug. pockod, the omal sack

pay for & long period, the smasll stock
of fands had eotirely run out. In the
Bewtime an old desler had sucoseded in
Tauing two barrels of the comfortable
liquid, sud erscted s small shanty near
the camp, where his shingle, in chalked
Capitals, declared that
“WHSKEY 13 AREIV AT STX SENOE A 8UC."”

h:lw Mardock, one of the old vetersns,
two days, in & wofully parched
Wals, besn searching his “*kiverin™* for a
m‘m that be knew was somewhere
him, but ?is d’a&l:':o chass it up
tnavailing— were 80 many

Juichen cn via u:fmug shirt, that it wes
M:Nuokm the one_ which he had

. ® pocket to contain the precious
i 90d at luat be had given it op. He
ehldh“: trust for two drinks auntil he
e find it, but the owner of the shanty
¥ better than to trust any of that

who Y 4gvin Major,” said o dry erony, | OTOFPOering

kaew the circumstance : ¢ ;
:',7 give up in a good “u.._‘l:y shillin’
.'ll‘t:.“" is worth gold anuther time.”
g sjor did try again, and at lest,
dinane " 0¢ seam of the tail, the Msjor
h";:l’ll‘;d the little joker, and per
."m:‘lh discovery with a yell of sat-
“NQ' Biu " B8 . » -
s Bill,” says he, “*‘we’ll give that
ler's barrel o ri inwri
o, aa? no disp:l.a.'? for two inwigora-
sccordingly adjounnred to the
%‘:‘y. and called " for flhs n"medieim."
Iy ‘:mr looked at the Major donbtfal-
:* 0t when he displayed the bit, hesita-
"4vished—be instantly drew the

| tesn feller’s

Masjor as keen as an Indisn. He observed
while drinking that the desler placed the
money on a little shelf behind bhim, and
ust sbove his head; it was within reach-
g distance, too, from his stand beside

ery be at once acted.

“Well really,” says be, “that stofl is
snthin’ like; thar's & body to it that tick-
vitality ot the extreme
Bill,” sdded he, ““I could
st half wages, of they’d only feed me

rel. 1 do think we’ll go another.””

Bill signified assent, but looked st the
Major with some sarpriss and inguiry in
his countemamce, ss to where be would
find another bit; but the old ranger soon
opened his eyes wider. The dealer kad
no sooner stooped to draw from the bar-
rel, than the Major picked the shilling off
the shell and paid it over again for the
drinka.

“] know'd yon had money, Msjor,"
said the desler, *“‘ef you could only consent
to shell it out ; bot youn're getting con-
sarned close fisted in your old daya.’”’

The Major laoghed at the renrark, as
he replied: **Well, you're a connin’ sars
pent, Jo, and boand to make sathin” ont
of us fellers. I declare that licker is so
tremengue that it’s sot me cravin’ in my
inoards {"

“Doa’t give it up yit, Major,” chimed
in the dealer; thar's more whar that
come from, and of the same brewin”. I
know you have been sufferin’ for these
few days past cause you didn’t like to
‘open,” and [ hated precious bad to re-
fose you ; but whiskey costs a powerful
sight afore it gits here.”

“Well, we will jest take anuthker atom
of a drink, and then lumber,” says the
willing Ranger. The shilling was pick-
ed off the shelf, and went throngh the
same process again, with equoal satisfac-
tion. After swallowing snother round,
the Ranger smacked his lips and made s
move towards the door, and turned back

ain. .

*“I thought you'd think better of it,
Major,” said the dealer; **sech stoff as
this don’t stay long in thess diggins.
You'll go anather, I gnees,”

**Well, jest one more,” saya the Major;
*I declare I think it war some sech lick-
er that tempted Adam, iostid of an apple,
as the scriptur sex. It is all sufficiently
enticin’ to tempt a coon out of a holler
log, if the dogs war arter him."”

In reaching for the shilling this time
the Mnjor was so eager, and a little exci-
ted withal, that he drooped it down right
befure the owner of the shanty.

“Hello I'" says be; “that thar shell
must be gittin crowded when they are
droppin’ off—or is this yoars, Major 7"

“It’s yours now, answered the Ranger,
for these last drinks; and Jo, yur is wish-
in’ yon may git i so often.”

“Thanky, Masjor ; thanky,” eaid Jo;
“I'll drink that myself "—and he did.

The Major and Bill retired with the
honors, and as they were passing throngh
the door, Jo wan feeling on the shelf for
his shillings, bat the hunting skirt coin
was all that the search prodaced.

«Bit, by thonder!"’ exclaimed he, and,
coming to the door, he shook his fist after
the old Ranger, exclaiming; “I might
hev know'd a pizen old Ingin killer like
you had no money—yon shan’t hev an-
uther suck out of this barrel, ef your old
melt and gizzsard was freesin’ invide on
,'GII-"

Queer Tainas.— We know lazy, shift-
less, trifling devils, who never pay s
dollar of taxes in their lives, who are
howling twelve out of the twenty-foar
hours about * the enormous taxes we are
bordened with."”

We know men, the sest of whose pan-
taloons display the flag of distress at balf
mast, who conld not bay the nail of a
nigger if able-bodied slaves were selling
at a dollar a dozen, who fly into a pas-
sion if they hear of an sttack upon slave

roperty.
g We know the men who never did a
day's work in their lives—save when
borrowing or stesling was impossible—
who are howling like wolves sgainst
*- miggers coming North to compets with
the labor of white men.”

We know men who never had an entire
dollar in their lives, spend hours in ex-
patiating npon the danger of paper car-

rency.
o are queer peaple in the world.
ine-tenths of all the talk upon the
above topic is done by the classes men-
tioned.

It is stated that whea Gen. McOlellan
beard of the crossing of the Rappahannock
be baried his face in his &o.—N.
H. Patriot.

It is stated, and it is a fact, that when
Gen. McClellan heard the thunder of the
cannon at hhn'nu. "-7] the gallant
Pope was struggling maaful [
4 i I’oo.‘i'o ’bil cigar in

oomy sulkiness,
ﬂ aid his i 8 H :: l‘:” I‘:{'
after Pope's defeat, telegrap s lick-
spittle, the insubordinate aand treacher-
ous Fits John Porter, to obey Pope’s or-
ders! If McClellan bad done his duty
during his seventeen months service, the
war would have closed months ago, and
thare would have been no battle of Fred-
ericksbarg.— 7 Democrat.

Two tons and & half

oysters

iron-clad frigste loire, mot I

since.

Becauss wc

“wucks,” handed them over,
, and took the
“hangs. The firat taste brightened the

ing sent to Fort Warrea?
rin" wasn't his forfe.

the temporary counter—upon this discov- |

from sech & cow’s milk uhilthathr-_

to do anything

of were

Wiscellneons,

THE BATTLECRY OF FREEDON.
We'fe marching to the Geld, boys, we'fe going o the fight,
Eboating the battle<fy of fresdom;
And wo beat the gloriom sinds for the [Taiohr und the fight,
atiag Lhe botthoary of froadom .
; CHORU®.
‘The Unioa fafever! hurfab, boys, bkl
Dows with the traitod, sp with the stad?
Forf wa're mafching to the fisld, boys, going to the fight,
Bhouting the baltle ery of ffwadom.

Wa will meef the fabel host, boys, with feafless beatts
and tree,
Ehontidy the battle-cry of fresdom;
Al wo'll show what Unele Bam bas for loyal men t6 d6,
Bhonting the battle-csy of ffeedom.
The Union fodever, ke.

1f we fall amid the fray, boys, we'll face them to the lasf,
Bhosting the battle-cry of ffeedom;
Amd ourf comrfades brave shall bear as, 8e they go fashing
past,
Bhouting the bartle-cvy of flesdom.
The Union forever, &e.

Y, for Liberty 2ad Union we're spfingicy io' the fight,
Showting the battle-cry of freedom ;
At the vistody shall be ours, for we're fing In our might,
Bhotting the battle-cfy of ffesdom.
The Union fofever, &o.

Shooting the bartle-cry of ffeedom;
And we'll fally from the hill-slde. we'll gathef from the
M'a
Shoufing the battle-ery of Meedomr.
The Unlon forever, &e.

W are springing to the call of our brothers gohe bafure,
Bhouting the Battlexry of freedom;
And we'll il the ¥acant ranks with & million ffeemen more,
Bhosting the battle.cry of ffeedom.
The Union foteret, ks,

We'll welcome to osr nuvmbars the loysl, troe und bfuve,
Ehounting the battle-cry of ffeedom;
And although be may be poo, he shall néver be a slave,
Rhoating the battle-ery of (Feedom.
The Union forever, ke.

8o we're springing to the eall, frony thy East asil from the
West,
Fhouting the battle-ery of freadom ;
And wa'll harl the rebel crew from the lasd we jore the
best, i
Ehouting the baitie-ary of freedom.
The Union foraver, ke.

FOURTH OF JULY ORATION.

BY YOST LEIGHTENBEROER.

Delivered al a Barbecue, during the War
of 1812, but equally apprepriate at this
time,

Surriemes Smmizess :—I mast dank
you for de honors yon hash bestowed up-
on me in bilching upon me for shbeaker,
and I dinks you will not rebent pecause
when a Tycheman shpeaks he hash sl-
ways someding to say. You know shen-
tlemens dat we hash met in honor of a
day when your Goncress sgreed to blay
de Old Harry mit de English, and trive

at dat time I vas in Sharmaoy, snd dids

bickle of a shentleman’s croat dub; bat
since I come here I gets more cront of
mine own as he and all his family does
own in deir life-time—but dat is noder

creat teal upon bolitics ; and ven I gets
more pig as every pody, and csns dalk
order religion or bolitics mit any man
in de vorld—put dat is noder here nor
dere.

korsk ; and you know be mast be bretty
pig, order how conld bhe garry so many
beoples on his pack—pat dat ish noder
here nor dere. All beoples acres dat he
ish a fine horsh. Pot some dink de

dink de English horsh could pest him,
put I dinks ven he gets proke to de pri-
dle, snd hash good riders bon him, he

sees his dail.

make Bholly bloagh in de ¢
him to de market, de mill, de shtill

dimes to de meeting, and he coes ash well

kit on hish sad pegin to gut
s:',r'ppm-it m, and be shows dem
de crousd sad coes swsy mitoat dem.

him in de new Ameriean pridle, and
garried Yankee Bhoa pehind bim, do be
wash but young, be goes bretty well mit

of Bennsylvania kets hold o' de
and dries to shtop de borsh and pull dem
off ; den he pegine to shnort and shtamp
and would have kill Mitchell, only
did save his life. And ven

ong
Why did Vallandighsm object to 5:

And ven Purr pegins to
brick sbout bis dail be gicks him, and
dey bats Glinton on pebind. And ven
Dom Bheffereon’s pﬁui._tw_n_h I$
and his ) vaa sore mit riding,
e vo mors, dea dey bots Mad
Shemmy on ; sad comea de
Eoglish b -.iupr-llwlipclqﬂ

Tes, -t‘ll.nlhr round the flag, bo¥s, we'll fally obes sigain, durf

defr monies; and if dey cans nit ket deir
ends answered, dey ket ss mad as de
yellow shskets ven de pear scratches up

dat vanta to ride himy, we should soon

shentlemen, dere ish enough of de Hart-
ford Gouvention and deir friends sat eoy
dere, to preak hish pack pone de first

shump.

maney ash well ash oder beoples, and I
dinks I could make it faster if I was
Bresident of de states, or Goncressman, or
Shudge, or Sheneral, dan I toes ¥ sellin|
mine crain, or pork, or putter, or pacon,
pat I never kets mad spout it—mine
head or mine heart never aches pecanse
ish nit on de bublic horsh—and ash I
cans nit ket on his pack mine self, I dry
dem over de vater to deir own guntry ;|to ket such on as I dinks will mot ride
I say your Goncress, sheatlemen, pecause | over ;ne roogh shod, and dat ish all I
are for.
ron from mine guatry for trinking de End ven I comes in st night I dakes a
cood shtiff crog, den I gets mine shmoke
bibe and shmoke mit mine frau, den I coes
to ped, and ash soon ash my head ish
town I am asleep, and I nevertroam about
here nor dere. Yon vill exbeet me to|gommissions.
shbeak n‘pon bolitics, and I does study a |ghbeak more bolitics, bot I ses dem
o blagay gooks are caping at me, and lots
mine togekin lined mit whiskey, I feels|de meat purn on de spits and de tiomer
will all pe shpoiled—so if you will hand
me de pottle and de bitcher, I vill pe
shot troo de knee mit de groch of a pack
saddle if I tosh not dake & cood shwig do
I shall gompare dis covernment, dat|de long
ish de American covernment, to & pi7|my and de BUBLIO HORSH.

old Bhorge would ride no longer, dey| ;. o esented the rebels with

a few
sod had returoed to them property stolen

ouly some dink dat| , ropgly, e

ket ahead ¢

give hish whip a
English shockey like s purd,
diok de English shockey hads lost hisk
whip oder hish n#u-. ut ven dey game
on de blains at n, do Amer-
iean horsh trop dail, and de English
shockey wave his gap, and shouts, and
dinks be wins de rashe ; put de Ameri-
can horsh soon gets hish wind sgain, sad
de English shockey could not doach him
any more to deend : and at de coming
in place on de Orleans flats, de Engli
horsh waa tabble tistsnced, and de Euro-
pesn shockies diok de American horsh
is as cood a horsh ash ever game on de

Put, shenflecten, deve is onw ding toshie
s creat teal of mischief—dere is s0 many
vants to ride on de pack of de bablic
horsh, dey would be enough to kill him
in tree days. One dinks dat he can ride
him more petter ash dat one, and dey ket
by de ears apont it. You tush know
vat I means, dere ish one vants to com-
mand on do sea ; one wants to pe
missary, dat ho sheat de soldiers out of
deir brode and deir speck ; anoder wants
fo be bay master, dat he shpecalate on

deir nest. Now, shentlemen shitizens, 1t
ish blain #sh te taylight dat we canmof
all pe Bresidents, and Goneressmen, and
Shodges, and Shenerals, and de whole
poderation of officers, and some of us
musht co mitout dem ; for as T said
fore, if all wash to mount de bublic horsh

Rill him ash tead ssh s hammer. Ves,

Now shentlemen, I own dat I Joves

I bloughs mine field all tay,

Sheatlemen, I would

life and brosberity of Mad Shem-

Ax l'xcmrr.—-'l‘;. Indianspolis Joar-

nal tells the following good story of Peter
Apple:

The following incident has been related

French horsh coold peat bhim, and some to us, and is vouched for by our inform-
ant :
County, was lately recruited for the 11th
! Indians, and took part in the sttempt
vill oat-ran dem poth so far dat dey not |y, yt5rm one of the Vicksbarg batteries.
Put be ish just like mine | T, robe] fire was 6o destructive that oar
old borsh. I mean old Sholly. I eans| .00 recoiled. Apple,
gora—I rides | .o » “ dids’t so” the backward move-
. ment, & going until be
boase, de plack-smith shop, sad some- pame right mm of the rebel guns,

“Peter Apple, of Oaklaad, in this

the “raw re-

bt a gooner by the eollar, sad

cang
ash soy borsh ; pot oaly let one of de|p o ht him within our lines, saying:
* Boys, why didn’t you coms on. Ev-
ery fellow might ll.lngt: i
v G8m. have heard of no mors dering act
Ven old Bhorge W-!'Wld"d'nmqwnmuuhwﬁmm
war began.”

one.” We

General Carey, of Cincinnati, a Con-

em, dill de whiskey poys in de west parts| o/ tive in & late spesch said : * The
ridle | ohels are guilty of & crime, but we sball
be guilty of & grester one if we do not
crosh them.”

women in Pennsyl-
uets,
ys sines, for which kindoess, they

Bome C

John Van Baren is about to retire to

Lindeawold, and betome a farmer. Like

Tn & recent raid on the Combshee,
wherein” Kunsas Montgomery was in
command, the nomber of negroes taken
was 720.

Geaorals Graat aad Pemberton were
some yesrs ago licatenants in_the regulsr

u-y_.ndmm-dum_ =

{WHOLE NUMBER, 313.

Bweet singers of the dreams of ald,
Idie are your barps of goid;
And ye woep your lot, that lies
s the gloom of thunder skise.
AMa! ys are Born 100 Inte,
For the years of peace am o’ar;
; grander age of was,,
Yo ure bors teo late, too Tafar = =~~~

Aad weep in vain your fate;
And the years gone by!

Your wails are drowoed
In the ocenn sound
Of trampling ithost end,
That onwand, onward, onward throag,
Waiting the singer and the song
That they ean comprehend.

With faithful thythm and thyme

OF bosta that march in time,
Other melodies secord;

Bager words sublime,
Of musket and of sword.

Who wosld oor iron age eompel,
Mot strike loudly to be heard;

Loudly must bo sing, and well,
To iron harp, with iron word.

LETTER FROM ORPHEUS C. KEER.

—

After dae consideration of the different
oints of the Compass, my boy, and a
air estimate of clasims of each to snperi-

ority, I am inclined to give the preference
to the Great Northwest. It is the Great
Northwest that we are indebted to for onr
best facilities of sunset; somre of the great-
est hogs of the day come from Cincin-
nati ; the principal smells of the age be-
long to Chicago; and the whiskey of Lou-
mville bias almost entirely superseded the
pump our forefathers. Hence, my boy,
it was with a feeling akin to roverence
that I witnessed the arrival in Accomac
of a delegation of high morsl Democrat-
ie chaps from the Great Northwest, the
other day ; their mission being to protest
against all forther continuation of & war
whick has degenerated into mere blood-
shed for the sake of New England ; and
to saggest that a conveation of all the
States be at once held in Kentncky, to
arrange & Peace that shall be accoptable

Pe |to the Great Northwest, I was asking

the thoughtful Chairman of the delegation
what were his particular grievances, and
says he:

*TFhis war is raining moch valmable
real estate im the Great Northwest, of
which I snd my fellow-beiogs are pro-
prietors, and cannot continue without
proving the entira destruction of some of
our largest cities. Juast before the war
broke out,”” says the thoughtful chap,
impressively, “I gave a three years’ note
of seven hundred and sixteen dollars
and fifty cents for the City of Rome, sit-
nated on the fatare line of the Atlantic
and Pacific Canal, and divided into fonr
hundred water lots of five fathoms each.
As soon as the Atlaptic and Pacific Ca-
oal was built, the water would have been
drawn off by means of eighteen large hy-
draalic pumps supported by Eastern cap-
ital, leaving the lots ready for building
purposes. The mmin street wonld then
bave been graded and paved with the new
patent Connecticut sub drainage pavement,
and wonld have extended two and a half
miles in a perfectly straight line, with a
horse railroad through the centre. The
various other streets I should have named
pumerically, commencing with ‘First
street,” which faces npon the Atlantic and
Pacific Canal, and so going on to *One
Huondred and Seventy-sixth street,” and
80 on.
copied exclusively by brown-stone-front
residences, with & flag staff bearing our
pational banner on the roof of each one,
and reoted to small private families with-
out children. The full lots on the main
street would have been used for the City
Hall, the Lunatic Asylam, the Custom
House, the Home for Deranged Persons,
the Merchants’ Exchange, the Corn Ex-
change, the Refoge for the Insane, the
Grain Elevator, the [ostitation for Friend-
less Maaiacs, the Principal Pork Packing
Establishment, the Hall of Records, the
office of the Superintendent of Ceotral
Parks, the Madman’s Song Harbor, and
the Municipal Bar-Room. The 68 prin-
cipal banks wonld have disconnted bills
of exchaoge at sight for the benefit of the
namerous foreign vessels constantly arri-
ving at the principal pier by way of the
Atlantic and Pacific Canal, sud the Fire
Department woald have been limited to
twenty-thres hundred hose carrisges and
engines, with an edocated Chiel Engineer.”
Here the thoughtful Democratic chap
gosshed his teeth, and says he: “Bat

the City of Rome has been entirely retar- it.
ded by this here Biack Repablican New

Eogland war © the sunny BSouth,
with which the great Northwest has no
earthly quarrel whatever.”

I was pondering a' reply to this very
reaponable speesch, my boy, when word
was soddenly brooght that ome of the
Mackerel pickets bad j:b:.l-i'nl;d“;
young Conﬁdnut. w only

his in

twice apon man morderer. No
sooner did the thoughtfnl proprietor of the
City of Rome hear this sickening news,

than be at once formed the Democrsatic
chaps into s coromer’s jury, sad hastily
to bold a high moral ingaest

el g o o e
| 2
-pr:ondlwo&,uu 'mhudﬂlkm-
kerchief, and briefly summed up the case.
Kneeling desolately beside the cold re-
mains, snd takmng one of the lifeless hands
within his own, be sniffed feelingly, snd
says be :
“The young man which is here before
‘ws_is snother of them noble sonls that

These streets wounld have been oc- | |

have fallen gory sacrifices of the Malock
of War.”
“You mean *Moloch of War,” " says a

jn%uun.
heretpon he was committed Lo cus-
tody for contémpt of court.
*This young man,” contithed the Pro-
ietor of Rome, *““may have canse

to hate and despise the radical abolition
| Otfiprings

¢ of New England, but he had
oo quarrel with the glorious Democratic
party of the Great Northwest;, which is
now blindly fighting for his wooden-nat-
meg foes. I will venture to say,’ says
the thoughtful Roman, with great emo-
tion, “that he evenloved the Great North-
west in bis heart. Behold how freely he
permits me to clasp his left hand to my
friendly buzzom, even though he is dead.”

Just then, there was a sadden silence,
my boy, for the right baad of the deceas-
ed yonng Confedeacy was observed to be
slowly rising in the air| Overcome with
awe, the jury gazed upon the strange
spectacle, like men nnder a wizard’s spell.
Slowly, sl , the hand arose, wutil
nearly abov face of the slain Con-
federacy; then it descended until it reach-
ed the half averted conntenance of the
dead, and convolsively seized the nose
between the thamb and fore-finger.

The proprietor of the City of Rome
changed color, and says he: “Well—
ahem [—it can’t be that ."*  Hare he
looked more closely at the body, and says
be: I am at a loss to explsin this re-
markable phenomena.”

A venerable juryman of much shirt-
collar, coughed lo attract attention, and
says ho ; *“I should take the present at-
titnde of our departed Confederate broth-
er to be that of a man who smells some-
thing obnoxious.”"

Here the Proprietor of Rome suddenly
dropped the hand of the deceased Confed-
eracy, and says he :

“Why, be must mean to insult the
Great Northwest."”

“Yes,” says the venerable jurymen,
“There can be but one constraction of the
present offensive attituds of this dead
young being."

The thoughtful proprietor of the City
of Rome deliberately took off his specta-
cles, blew Lis nose, buttoned his coat up
to his chin, and says he: “I have always
advocated a vigorous prosecntion of the
wur, and believe that foll nine-tenths of
our gallant troops are Democrats. What's
the yerdict 2'°

The shirt-collared Juryman waved his
hand impressively, and says he: “We
find the deceased guilty of contempt of
Coart in the last Degree.”’

Then the Democratic chaps from the

Great Northwest held an enthusiastic
mass-meeting on the spot, and onanimouns-
ly resolved that neither Kentucky nor In-
diana would resist the Conscription Bill,
sbould it be found unsafe to do so.
Believe me, my boy, when I say that
the great Democratic party is staumchly
loyal at heart, however its head may
seem to err at times; and pever will it
take a side with the enemies of the conn-
try, even while those enemies make offers
to it not only aside bat afront.
Upon going down to Paris on Friday,
I found the well-disciplined and specta-
cled Mackerel Brigade greatly excited and
demoralized by the insidions report that
their famouns pew Greneral, the Grim Old
Fighting Cox, had actually washed him-
self. Thia injarious rumor, my boy, sug-
gested such hamiliating national recollec-
tions of those days of consnmmate strat-
gy, when a certain egotistical comman-
der indnlged in the vanities of soap and
bair oil, that the Brigade were patural-
ly terrified. Finslly, however, the ab-
surd story recived a qnietns, when the
Grim Old Fighting Cox was seen riding
slowly on his unoatentations steed, the
“Pride of the Canal,"” dressei in the un-
sssaming Republican habiliments of »
stérn and _inflexible coal-heaver. It is
needless to say, that he had not washed
himself. This war is at length beginning
in earnest. !

It is beautifal to sea how the Grim
Old, Fighting Cox is improving the mor-
als of the venerable Mackerels, and win-
ning their affection confidence, and respect.
Coming unexpectedly npon & Masckerel
who had jost laid aside his ombrells and
removed his spectacles, in order that he
might weep the more freely, he fired o
pistol over hin hemd, and ssys he :

* What's the mstter, my dear sir 7

+Qh}"" says the poor Mackerel, sobbing,
“] am io sore need of the pay which is
due me, for two years” faithfal strategy
to the Unibn, and know not where to get

”

The Grim Old Figldin? Cox was much

affected, and says be softly : “Yoo must

?;nhly kneel, and beseech Providence
igll -

The afilicted chap toyed with his spec-
tacles, and says he: “Bat soppose Proy-
idence should refuse 7'

“Then come to ME !" thondered the
Grim Ol Fighting Cox, with the sir of
» stern national parent.

I conld rejate hundreds of such inwig-
nificant sneedotes as this, my boy; thoagh
when the Grim Old Fighting Cox tells
them himself to sll the reporters of the
reliable urorning joarnals, be: inyasriably

other great events demand my immediate
attention.

It was very shortly after the victorious
bat disastrous blowing-op of the Mack-
erel iron-plated squadron, the ‘*‘Secretary
Welles,”” on Dack Lake, by the infatoa-
fted Uonfederscies of Peir No. 1—it was
shortly after this event, which I duly re-
coouted st the time—that our uer-
sble old sea ‘dog, Resar Admiral Head,

desires that they shall go no farther; bat |}

invented an entirely new iron-clad, after

the model of & Quaker hat, -the tarret bev
ing of solid iron all and, so ary
rmpdthn'n_da&qldhr - to cover the
angway amidshi ] my boy,
the torret was s ::uhkl;:k Jix
with the swivel gun moanted on top ; so

that if the tarret tabe
artillery would aot be disabled, asd
the artillery was disal the turred
woald still be as or. __(Pat-
ent applied for.) There was some

discusfion as to what nsme should be
given to this formidable monster, nearly
the whole six barreled Indian |

having been exhausted by our national
navy ; bat nally, it was resolved to call
herthe “Shockingbadhat’’—an old Choo~
taw titla of much simplicity, signifing
originally “The Head what errs,” bat
now understood as meaning “The Head-
waters."”

There hag also been & great improves
ment in the swivel gun, my boy, which
has bedn so reconstracted as to remedy
I:Im evil of immediate bursting so com-

mon to our heavier evdnance. A com~
mittee of Mackerels having been appoin-
ted lo examine our national ordnance
system, and discover the csuse of its in«
efficiency, stated in their able report that
the canses of the frequent bursting of our
larger gons are:

First—The powder nsed in propelling
the appropriste missle sgainst the enemy,
Second—The addition of an incendias
ry spark to said powder,

It was forther stated in the Report,
that althongh the barrel of a gnn was
frequently fractured when it exploded,
there was no record of the touch-hole ev-
er having exploded ; snd the committes’
believed that this curious fact shonld
serve as s valnable soggestion to the
manufacturers of fature heavy ordnance,

Acting upon this truly valuable su
tion, my boy, *our stern old son of ﬁq:-
tune caosed his swivel gun to be recon-
structed opon & movel principle; the
touch-hole was extended to the usual size
of a barrel, and the barrel was rednced
to the usual size of a tonch-hole ; so that
although the terrible weapon looked pre-
cisely the same as ever, it was in reality
completely rpversed.

But while the “‘Shockingbadbat” was
boing built and receiving her terrific
new armament, the shameless Confederas«
cies on the Pier in Duck Lake had been
industrionsly boilding Fort Piano and
mounting it with their yillainons horse
istols ; so that when the new Mackrel
iron-plated squadron was ready for care
nage and fishing, there was a hostile pro~
jection in the way.

“Chip my tarret I’ ssys Rear Admi-
ral Head, in his iron-plated menner, *
think I shall have to blow a few more
Rebels into eternity—smash my osse-
mate | if I don't.”

I stood upon the shore of Duck Lake,
my boy, with a bit of smoked glass to
my eye,”when onr new monster of the desp
came abreast of Fort Piano, and Rears
Admiral Head commenced to reconnoitrs
throngh a pocket microscope. The vener~
sblecommsnder gazed steadfastly throagl
it for a moment, and says he :

“Crack my plates [ if I don’t ses an
insect on the wall of the hostile work.”
There was indeed a solitary Oonfedera-
cy, my boy, seated vpon the front wall of
Fort Piano, dining rumptoously upowm
some fresh hoe-oake, and says he :

* You oan’t pass here, withont a New
Jorsey ferry ticﬁu."

(New Jorsoy, my boy, is now a Sou-
thern Confederacy, or s Peace of one.)
I counld hear the glorious old naval
hero say, in a soppressed voice, to the
intelligent lhchml crew on top of the
tarret :
** Depress your weapon foar points tor
windward, gresse the ball, and fire a8
his stomach.”
In another inatant the whole landscape
shook with a tremendoas explosion, jare
ring the Admiral so greatly that his spee-
tacles fell off, and caunsing his blne cotton
Clobrella to tremble like a leal. - The ball
nscended to the genith in s parabolical
carve, and was lost among the other
planets. T do mot think, my boy, that
the Confederacy wonld have been offend-
ed at this, had not the sadden noise caus~
ed him to jomp in sack & manoer that he
dropped his hoe-cake in the dirt. Uponm
this occurrence, however, he sprang to
his legs on the wall, drew up s long pole
from bebind, disrespectfully eracked our
glorious old Rear Admiral over the head
with it, and then commenced shoving st
the torret of the ** Bhockingbadhat.”
Perceiving the great danger of the
squadron, snd uomindfal of his oww
wound, the vemerable sea-dog bastily
grasped at the pole, snd says be:
“Ah, now, what do you want to de
tol;u for, Mr. Davis? th'lwtk e
ushing my turret overboard
flo aaid this so mildly, my boy, that

the C barst into &

horse-lengh, aad drew in m.wm
“* As no possible good could be sttsin-

ed by taking Flort .IHMQIM

the sqnadron to his nal sachorage ;
baving gained all that was reguired,
proved bis iron-clad monster to be fally

£

ours,

Orpheus C. Kerr is a cuse.
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